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The TOWN to the COUNTRY POMONA 


AN HEROIC EPISTLE. 


To the Lapizs of this Virtuous Age. 


Motus doceri gaudet Ionicos 
Matura Virgo—et fingitur Artibus : 
be Fam nunc & inceſtos amores 
De tenero meditatur Ungui. 


To the Modern Fins GENTLEMEN, 
Non his juventus orta parentibus 
Infecit æquor, ſanguine Gallico. 


LO N D ON: 
Printed for S. BLADON, in Pater-nofter-Row. 
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SALLY HARRIS. 


ELCOME, fair Nymph, from Hocx'atti's gloomy 
Plains, | 
To this gay Town, where wanton Venus reigns ;, 
Vznus, who ſmiles, rejoic'd in thee to gain, 
An Acquiſition to her blooming Train. | 
See unfeign'd Sorrow, Rage, and deep Deſpair, 5; 
Seize on all NzLson's Nymphs, and MtTeasLi's Fair; 
For much they fear that thy freſh, rural Charme, 
Shou'd lure the wand'ring Rakes from their. weak. Arms. 
See Pow AL weeps, een in her new-built Coach, 
And trembles for her Lord,“ at thy approach. mo 
ts B While: 


Lord SEAFORTH.. 


1 
While Srzrnzvsox plays o'er each winning Art, 
To guard the feeble GazosveNno's fickle Heart. 
The proud Du Tay thy Charms with Envy ſees, | 
Fearful leſt they young Eoxtont ſhould pleaſe, 
With Grief ſhe ſees, as nearer you advance, I5 
A'Bloom\ſhperidr to the Rouge of Frances 
Thy native Roſts'make her falſe ones pale, 

With Nature Art Wen will ever en 
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Welcome, dear Siſter, welcome. I 3 
Or all the Gifte this gay, vicious Twin, 20 
Thy Youth, chy Bloom, thy Charms unmov'd can fee, 
Untoueh't by Bavy, froefrom Jealouſy. 
| Chearful and young and void, like you, of Art, 
I truſt to Nature's Charms to gain the Heart; 
Tis Health's pure Bloom that oer my Cheeks is ſpread, 25 
Iuſe ho artificial White and Red:. 
Each Waſh; each Daub, to Anchzx I reſign, 
Let her of Beauty a fair Picture ſhine; 
None paint ſo well, tis by the Town confeſs d, 
Except her little lovely SiſterWier; 


1 1] 


Leave them to blaze with Gaos RN from afar, 
Like varniſh'd Dolle, hung out at Meas. 


OM abr du 20 1616 (Th; 

Like you, tho gay my Heart, tho warm . 

The tempting Po. of Love I long withſtood : 
Not e en KII DAA my virgin Breaſt cou d move; 33 
Fat CREW TON ſweats in vain; to gain my Love; 
To flatter me, the evei · gallant Hax 
Leaves his lovd CLAARE a Prey to black Deſpair, 
For me young Cx Art a+ the Dice - box oft foregoes, 
And Cards forgot, 'for once with Love he.glows. 40 
EcmonT forſakes his Hounds and favourite Horſe, 
And, wond'rous | quits for me th' unfiniſh'd Courſe, 
His budding Horns, while my foft Haud he preſi d, 
Cavan ne er felt I ſmil'd his Soul to Reſt. - - | 
Theſe, and a thouſand more; long ſtrove in vain, 43 
With Vows and Bribes, my Favour to obtain 
My generous Heart refus'd the proffer d Bribe, 
And ſcorn'd the Macaroni filken Tribe, 


But Love, enrag'd that I ſhou'd brave his Pow'r, 
Once, in a ſoft, unguarded, fatal Hour, 50 


Produc'd 
+ Fox, 


[8 3 

Produced a manly Youth, bleſt with each Cham 
To blind our Virtue, or our Pride diſarm y : p 

Yet he was poor, unpenſion'd, and unplac'd, 

Lord of ng Lands, and with no Titles grac d: 

He ne'er had plunder d India's haphefs Shore, 5 
For Millions ſunle in Seas of native Gores: 
To Fortune and to Fame he liv'd unknown, 1287 
New to the World, a Stranger to the To]. 
With freſheſt Health, and ſtrongeſt Vigout hleſt., 
His amorous Hand firſt preſ d my panting Breaſt. 60 
My timorous Steps with ſoft Perſuaſion led, 
Where ſportive Love had rais'd the wantoh Bed; | 
There claſp'd me ardent to his ſtrong Embrace, 

While Love and Feat ſtrove, bluſhing, in my Face; 

Till I, at length o'ercome, refign'd my Charm 63 
To the warm Circle of his glowing Arms. | 


Far other was thy Fate, unhappy Maid! 
Whim and Caprice thy erring Heart betray'd. : 
In LyT TIL TON what didſt thou hope to find? 

His Body worn with Luſt, with Vice his. Mind, 
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Say, cou'd his lunguid, his enervate Frame, 
Wither'd and dry, appeaſe thy potent F lame . 

Thou, who ſo oft had view'd. both had eee | 
Love's Weapons better ſhou'd have underſtood. NES 
Say thou, whoſe latge Experience ought to tel! 75 
How far one Man another can excel; 

Or Fame's a Liar, or thy tender Hand, 
The gti Pipgnbbeoniterethebieulbde 

Tall Cnorm'ksr's too, with active Vigour ſtrong, __ 
« Thick as thy Arm, and faith almoſt gs lang; 90 
Yet wanton GrosyByor ſays, inſatiate Fair! 

Large as it is, there's not a Jot to ſpare, 

Such have you. view'd,, whom not thy magic Hand, 

Nor a! thy Att, could ever force to and 4 
Their Heads dejected, loſt iber youthul Pride, 
Lifeleſs they lay, like Bu4xz by his young Bride: 
While others, all impatient of the Deed, 
Have darted o'er thy Charms th' impetuous Seed 1 
Ihen while warm Blyſhes erimſon'd o'er your Face, 
You wiſh'd th' Offender in his proper Place. , gp 


C But 
+ Vid, The Rape of Pomona, * ROCHEMTRA, 


4 ARTHUR BLAKE, Who run away with Miſh Caras, which young 
Lady, by his own Agcount, Is yet wwe veritable Purelle, 
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But maiden Fear and Mode withſtood © 


The Voice A, N. ature, and the Warm: of, wo ; 


Till thy fopd! Heart to LyTTzLTON allow" 
To gain, thy Virgin-Treafure-if he « cou'd, | 


SETTTIOGG, 


O, ſcarce a perſea Maid, yet ſcarce a Whore, ” 
By me inſtructed, be deceiv'd no more. 
My Muſe experiene'd ſhall dlrect thy Ways, 
Thro this enchanted Town' 8 perplexed; Mare; 
Teach thee (too well it knows) to ſhun each Snare, 
Laid for the young, the innocent, and fair, too 


Let not a Hays, or Counts, with curſt Art, 
Tempt thee with Health and Liberty to part, 
The hapleſs Negro, from his native Land, 

Borne to-Jamaiea's much more ſivage Strand; 
To ſome ſtern Brute, on that accurſed Coaſt, dog. 
Some human Brute, to every Feeling loſt, 
Sold as a Slave and doom'd to toil away, 
In ceaſeleſs Labour, the long ſcorching Day 5 


+ Popx's Sappho to Phaon. 
« O, ſcarce a Youth, yet ſcarce a tender Boy" 


1 
To ſmart beneath the Whip, to drag the Chain, 
To linger chroughha 1 Life of Tears and Pain . 110 
Wretch as he ſeems: -.light are his Woes, compar d 
With the poor Girl's, by ſome old Baud enſhat'd 1 
Her blooming Charms, her youthful Hours, are doom d 
To be by Anguiſtʒ and Diſeaſe conſum'd z, 
She's doom'd to be of Luſt the abject Slave, ns 
To end her Sorrows in an early Grave, 
Far happier Lot, from ſuch curſt Bondage ftoe,, 
Poor to ns but beg with Liberty,. 


Truſt not alone to Beauty's fading Flower, 
Or Youth's freſh Blaom, thy Fortune to ſecure; tao 
Bleſt with Love's ſweeteſt Smile, with ſparkling Eyes, 
With Breaſts of Snow, that ſoftly fall and riſe, 

With Youth, Good-nature, and an Angel's Face, 

And with a Shape that would/a Venus grace, 

Ill-fated KirTy wanders through the Town, 725 
Her Charms neglected, and her. Worth unknown :. 

She wants that winning Att, that certain Grace, 

Whiclł conquers ſurer than the faireſt Face. 


(3 
Ho few, like Potty,+ finds favldleſs, Youth ? 
| How few can equal her in een 140 
tee on her Breaſt her choſen Kan lies, 
« And drinks delicious Poiſon from her _ t 
Thy Pirk, O Garnxwicy, and each conſcious Grove, 
Is oft the Witneſs of their mutual Love. 
Can that ſoft Flame ill dwell in Paxs0x's Breaſt, 
Which palſy'd Age, with his cold Hand has preſi d; 
"Tis not her Charme, tis her ingenuous Mind, 
That did a GrazTon---doth a Donxs z x blind, 
How few, like Hax RTE x, riſe to Wealth or Fame ? 
What Crouds are ſunk in Poverty and Shame | 140 
der Molt and [Kznnepy declining faſt, 
And Tyowron ſcarce two Winters more will laſt, 
Fled are thoſe Charms which late ſubdu'd each Heart, 
Love and CHAmeicNnon are compell'd to part, 
Where are DuzurGn, Coxz, Hayward, SraENCaR, 


135 


SGW!eronz r 145 
Their Hour is paſt, and they are now unknown, 
Each Winter ſees ſome favourite Beauty riſe, 


She blooms all Spring, and in the Summer dies ; 
The 


4+ Potty Joxss. t Tors“ Abelard and Eliſa. - 
* Hanaittt PowBLt, | 


LS] 
The Nymph» bound 'prentice to the wanton Trade 
Are, like the dalatieſt Flowers that ſooneſt fade, 130 
Fair to the Eye, and to the Senſes ſweet, | 
Men pluck, grow tir'd, and caſt them at their Feet. 


Be this your Plan, to this alone attend ; 
Seck not Admirers, gain one real Friend.. 
In public Places let your Charms be ſhewn,, 55; 
The lovelieſt Face is nothing, if unknown. | 
Come then, dear Nymph, with me here take thy Stand, || 
The Baſket dangling from thy. ſnowy. Hand ;, 
Together thro! the Boxes will we go, | 
Whiſper each Rake, and ogle every Beau, 160 
Thy wanton Eye, thy every graceful Charm, 
E'en vigour- wanting Bunzunr ſhall warm. 
, To thee, on tiptoe ſoft, ſee Mach advance, 
Deck'd out in all the Frippery of France: 
See atheiſt TwriTouzr comes, that old lewd Goat, 16s; 
Whoſe harden'd Features every Vice denote ;, 
Let not his tempting Tongue thy Paſſions move, 


He'll pick your Pocket while he's making love.“ 
D Pale- 


N At Foo rx Theatre, 
Vid, an Herole EpiMle to Sir Wit TIA Cnannnny 


10 

Pale as the pamper d Hope of ſome fond Mother, 
See Tomuy STorgr--- Tony's own der rather? 176 
A Pair ſo juſtly mateh d, tis hard to tell 
Which doth the other by one Vice excel. 


See B-LixOUH-xx, the galant once and guy, 
Gloomy and ſad as the worſt Winter's Day; 
The vileſt Trull, cull'd from the Strand's vile Hoard, 175 
Reigns the proud Miſtteſi of that abject Lord. 


But chiefly mark that Youth, who ſkulks behind, 
Sullen he ſeems, dejected much of Mind,--= 
"Tis LuTT'zz i 1---who betray'd his Country's Cauſe, 
Laugh'd at her Rights, and broke her nobleſt Laws. 180 
Shun him---ye young, ye unſuſpecting Fuirr. 
For he is {kill'd to ruin and enſnare ! 

There's ſcarce a Day but, by his Art beguil'd, ' | 
Some frantie Mother weeps her wretelied Child, 
One Girl there was,“ Oh, tis a Tale of Woe, 16; 


Would make the Tears from ſterneſt Tyrante Aow ; 


Nor 


O Girl there wat, N= he ee Story of this unhappy young 
Lady, will wan be publiſhed by a Friend of fers. Ihe is the ſane young 
— whoſe Beauties are atiempted to, be deſeribed in Verſe 151, Ke. 

Poem. 


1 


Nor have I Time, at preſent, to relate 
The loſt, forſgken Kirry' s hapleſs Fate, « 


Deteſt this worthlef Tribe, this vicious Race, 
With their unhallow'd Touch, pollute not thy Embrace; 
Deaf to their Words, and to their Bribes prove blind, 191 
We many LuT7;a8LLs for one Rx find. 
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